Ill

I SENT NO MESSAGE to The Times for my first week in Addis
Ababa. Half my days were spent riding round the town
to look it up and down. Filthy though it was, Addis
Ababa exhilarated me. Nine thousand feet up, a sparkle
in the air, clear sunlight between leaves and storms of rain.
And after rain, the smell of dripping eucalyptus, which made
me feel careless and fresh as a child : for it brought back
memories of young years in the Cape.

Addis is a large African town plastered here and there
with modern improvements. Basically it is Africa and
completely shapeless; but the Armenians, the Greek hotel-
keepers, the German architect Hertl, the French railway,
and finally the Emperor Haile Selassie, have all contributed
their styles, the two first in the cheapest materials possible,
the last according to his means.

When Menelik built Addis his principal chiefs staked
out their claims to this or that plot of rising ground. Here
they built their local Gibbis, which means a Palace on a
Hill. Roads led from Gibbi to Gibbi, and the two main
hills were crowned by the Great Gibbi of Menelik and the
Cathedral of Saint Giorghis, patron of Adowa, on whose
day the victory was won and on whose plinth the Italian
prisoners afterwards laboured. *

Menelik was far more African than Haile Selassie. Where
Menelik was big and impulsive, and even in his most astutely
diplomatic moments sprawled, the son of Menelik's Ras
Makonnen was elegant, reflective, a lover of neatness, order,
tenue.

Addis Ababa was only later the town of the Emperor Haile
Selassie. Its Great Gibbi is Menelik, a huge thing scattered
pell-mell. The streets are Menelik, lumbering about
anywhere. Its size is Menelik, immense,
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